EXTREMES MEET

been sipped, but that did not matter.   The profit on every
bottle was the same.

Adele looked sharply at Waterlow before she began
her story. She could not help feeling that Milton's
behaviour last night was open to criticism. This was his
chief, for whom she had often heard her lover express
admiration. It would be necessary to rig the tale for him
and make the case against Queenie appear as black as
possible. She knew that she must keep quiet about
Arthur Radcliffe's connection with Queenie,, not because
of the scandal to the British Legation, but because Milton
had impressed on her that the liaison between Queenie
and Arthur Radcliffe was his property and not to be
divulged for the profit of rival detectives. So her story
as told touched but lightly upon Monsieur Milton, It
was unfortunate that he had broken Mere Bonbon's lamp,
but the boche had threatened to shoot up the house and
Monsieur Milton for the safety of them all had thought
It prudent to warn him that there was somebody inside
who would not allow such violence. That he had hit the
lamp was her fault, because seeing him with a pistol
levelled she had had a crlse de nerfs and knocked his arm.
It was certainly a pity the lamp had been smashed, but
it had been an accident, the kind of accident which had
been only too common since Queenie had come to live
chez Bonbon, the kind of accident some might call bad
luck, but which she should call something else. It was
Queenie who was really responsible for the whole row.
She had wanted to frighten away the ami who was with
her in order to admit her new ami the boche. And if she
had they might all have been murdered last night. Queenie
herself was a boche. She might vow she was English, but
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